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You stole a jaunt on His teardrop that started who knows where,

And proceeded through blood-spattered terrain

That is exploding into the next millennium…

Or was it Lord’s maneuvering to balance an evil hemisphere?

You stole a journey on His teardrop that always never started when…

That has ambiguous boundaries including everyone

We can’t interrogate the raindrops…

But can’t you see the signs?

Soggy floods scattering to saturate the hollow creek

Signifying liberation to the children whose future became bleak.

And every day I see your smile, sometimes just a wink,

 And search for the prayer beads, to escape my suicidal brink.

Yes, you stole a ride on His mighty wings

And He even let me hear you sing:

Eloquent melodies streaming from your heart:

Blessed, precious memories for when we part.
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